All this is suffused with the bright and mocking flame
of a devastating contradiction which degrades men into
docile instruments, into disgusting machines created by
an evil and sinister force to serve its diabolical ends.
. These unhappy heroes appeal to our heart and sympathy;
but., truly,, they seem like lepers, carrying within them
a never-to-be reconciled contradiction between reason
and will. It seems that their reason is already so strong
and firm as to be capable of ending this revolting car-
nage, of stopping this world-wide crime., but . . . they
have no will,, and., although they understand all the vil-
lainy of manslaughter, and loathe it in their hearts, they
yet go on slaying and destroying and dying in blood and
mud.
'It's with us only that they make battles,' they
say. 'It is we who are the material of war. War is made
up of the flesh and the souls of common soldiers only.
It, is we who make the plains of dead and the rivers of
blood, all of us, and each of us is invisible and silent
because of the immensity of our numbers. The emptied
towns and the villages destroyed, they are a wilderness of
our making. Yes, war is all of us, and all of us
together. *
'Yes, that's true. It's the people who are war; with-
out them, there would be nothing, nothing but some
wrangling, a long way off. But it isn't they who decide
on it; it's the masters who steer them.'
'The people are struggling today to have no more
masters that steer them. This war, it's like the French
Revolution continuing/
".'Well then, if that's so, we're working for the Prus-
sians too?'
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